FLORENCE : But Isn't It something to sing for that
after twenty-five years, by sticking and sticking
our ground and never admitting defeat and
never giving in, we've done his \vork at last
and won his battle ? . . . Do you know who Is
coming to see me to-day ?

SUTHERLAND (promptly) : Meester Gladstone. I
saw him as 1 passed in.

FLORENCE : No. I'm not seeing him. . . . Eliza-
beth Herbert. For the first time since Sidney's
death.

SUTHERLAND (astonished) : What way are ye no*
seein3 him ?

FLORENCE : Gladstone ? .. . My fellow-assassin ?
To-day of all days!... We killed Sidney between
us. I couldn't have seen him to-day. Luckily he
hadn't asked for an appointment so it wasn't
necessary to be ... discourteous.

SUTHERLAND (impatiently) : Will ye never get
this bee aboot Sidney Hairbert oot of your
held ? The man de'ed o5 pulmonary disease ;
and I'm fair wearit wi* repeatin* that ye had
nae mair tae dae wi' his death than wi1 the
murder of Julius Caesar.

FLORENCE : That's so like a doctor. Seize on
the physical symptoms and pay no attention to
the contributory causes. I suppose you'd admit
if a baby died of rheumatic fever that the nurse
who wrapped it in wet clothes day after day
was to some extent responsible ?

SUTHERLAND (patiently) : Ah weel, if you're like
Rachael, and will no* be comfortit. . . . What
will ye be sayin' tae Lady Hairbert ?
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